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.Thetragedkif 

Snakes in m y hart bloud'warmd.thst fling my hart. 

Three ludafles, each one tbrife worfe then Iwdas, 

Would they makp peace?terriblc hel, a i 
Make war vpon their (potted foules for this. 

Scro. Sweet loue I fee changing his property, 

T urncs to the fow reft and rnoft deadly hate. 
Againe.vncurfe their foules, their peace is made 
With heads and not with hands, thafe whom you curfe 
Haue feltthe worft of deathes deftroying Wound, 

And lie full low grau’d in thehplloW grounds 
iAum. Is. Bu(hie,Greenc»and the Ealle ofWiltlhiredead. 
Scro. I all of them at Briftow loft their heads. 

Where is the Duke tny fatirer with his power? 
King No matter where>ofconifort no man fpcakes 
Lets calke of graues,of woi mes,and Epitaphs* 

Make duft our paper, and with rainy eiet, 

Write forrow on the bofbme ofthe earth. 

Lets choofe executors and talk* of wils: 

And yet not fo» for wliat,can we bequeath, 

Saue our depofed bodies to the around? 

Our landes.our hues, ar. dull are Bullingbrookest. 

And nothing can we call oUrowne,but death: 

And that fraall rnodle of the barren eafth* 

Which femes as pafte.and tnuer toour bones. 

For Gods fake let vs fit vpohthe ground, 

And tell fad ftories ofthe death of Kings. 

How fbme haue beenc depofd, (bine fiafne in wane, 
kome haunted by the ghofts they haue depofed. 

Some poiloned by their wiu£s,fomfc fleeping kiid; 

All murthered, for within the hollo vV crewue 
That roundes the mortall temples ofa king, 

Keepes death his court, and there the antique fit*, 

Scof mg his ftate and grinning at his pompe, 

Allowing huna breath, a litlefceane, 

T o monarchift be feard, and kil with lookes, 

Jnfufing him withfelfe and vaine conceit. 

As if this flefti which wals about our life. 

Were braflc impregrublesand hiunord thus. Comes 



JttgJt klsrdthefetMd. 

Con: *< at the laft, and with a little pin 

Boarcs thorough hnCaftlc wall, and farewell King; 

Couer your heades.andmockcnotflefiiandbloud. 

With folemne reuercnce. throw a way refpeft, 

Tradition, forme,and ceremonious duetie. 

For you haue but miftooke me al this while? 

lliue with bread like you, feelc want, ‘ ; 

Taftc griefe,needc friends jfubiefttd ithus. 

How can you fay to me, i am a King? 

Ur foil My lord, wifemen ncre lit and waile theyr wocsi 
But prcfently preuent the wayes to waile. 

To feare the foe.fince fcare opprefTeth ftrength, 

Giues inyourweakenes ftrength vntoyour foe. 

And fo your folliesfight againft your felfe: 

Feare andbe flainc, no woife can come to fight, 
Andfightand dic,is death deftroying death, 

Where fearing dying, paies death feruile breath. 

iAnm. My father hath a power, inquire of him. 

And leame to make a body of a limrac. 

King Thou chidft me well.prowd BulliDgbrookc,l come. 
To change blowcs with thee for our day of doomc: 

This agew fit of feare is ouetblowne, 

An eaue taske it is to winne our o wne. 

Say Scroope.vyhere lies our vncle with his power? 

Speake fweeteiy manalthough thy lookes be fewer. 

Scroops Men nidge by the complexion ofthe slue. 

The ftate and inclination of the dayj 
So may you by my dull and hcauy cie: 

My tongue hath but a heauier tale to fay, 

I play the torturer by fm<iil and fmall 
To lengthen out the worft that muftbe fpokem 
Your vne'e Yorke is ioynd with Bulhngbrooke, 

And all your Northefne caftlesyeelded vp, 

And all your Southerne Gentlemen in armes 
VponVu partie. 

King T hoU haft faid enough: 

Be threw thee coufin which draft leade me foor.b 


